Louis by Hill, Verna
Louis I Verna Hill 
A horse rider, Louis rides over the lush fall pasture 
every dawn; there is only him. . 
He wears a large brimmed hat and re-seats htmself 
well on the little single-footed roan colored mare, 
stepping lightly over the morning dew. 
Louis never changes his gait. He trots. 
He gazes at the tall grass as the horse's foot 
parts the stalks of the dry goldenrod, 
hardly moving up and down the saddle. 
"Such a morn," he says. 
His good friend says Louis is Balmy; 
my husband, a good God-fearing _man. 
says Louis is the smartest horse-nder m the world. 
We accept Louis like all _animal lover.s, 
with the faith of a new btrth each spnng. 
Louis has never fallen off. 
There in his old coat and black boots, 
he su~ives season upon season, the comings and leavings 
of grasses and clover, ~nd the pro11_1ise of snows 
drifting high and low, hke fences, hke fables. 
34 . amaranthus 
Driving Home I Verna 
Mail boxes 
mouths wide open 
flagged and filled with 
letters, magazines, bills, adv' 
Clothes lines taut 
waiting the weekday's 
washed, wet and dry 
blue jeans, coveralls, sheets, 
Hay wagons 
loaded with fresh 
cut, cured, field-dried 
clover, alfalfa, rye, barefoot 
Roadside stands 
overflowing 
crisp, crunchy, clean 
carrots, cucumbers, corn, zu 
Rafts of leaves 
raked and rallied 
ripe for rowdy 
boys and girls, brave mother 
Marigolds 
orange and yellow 
pampered and picked by 
housewives, husbands, dead· 
Odds and ends 
fueled and fired 
fragrant odor 
garbage, frippery, wood, rna 
Driving home 
work-day world done 
weaving my way 
applauding the advertisemen 
